
The T amitig of the $hre% 

Luc. 1 t ii : May it be dene ? 

Tra. Not polfible : for who (hall beare your part, 

And be in Padua heerc Vincent id's fonne, 

Keeps houfe, and ply bis booke, welcome his friend?, ~ 

Vifit his Countricir.cn, and banquet them? 

Luc. Bafia, content thee : for I hauei: full. i 

We haue not yet bin feene in any hdufc', 

Nor can wc be difiir guiilfd by our faces. 

For man or mailer : then it fcllowes thus; 

Thouihalt be mailer, T ramo in my fled : 

Kecpehoufs, andporc, andferuantsas I Ihould, 

I will fome other be, fome Florentine, * 

Some Neapo titan , or meaner naan of Eifa. ] I, 

’Tis hatch’d, andfliall be foc:T ran to at ghcc 
V ncafe thee : take my Conlord hat and doakc. 

When Biondello comes, he wakes on thee, 

But I will charme him firft to kcepc his tongue, i . - ; . 

Tra. Sohad,ycu neede. 

In breefcSir, fithit yourpltafure is, 

And I am tied to be obedient, 

For fo your father charg’d me at our parting ; 

Be feruiccable to my ionne{cjuorh he) 

Although I thinke ’twasin another fence, 

I am«ontent to be Lucentio, 

Becaufefo well lloue Lucentio. 

Luc. 'Tramo be fo, becaufe Lucentio loues, 

And let me be aflaue, t’atchieue thatnuide, 

Whofefodaine fight hatbfhral’dmy wounded eye. 

Enter Biondello. 

Hecre comes the rogue.* Sirra, where haue you bin? . [ 

Bion. Where haue I beenerNay how now, where arc you ? 
Mailer ha’s my leiiow Tranio ilolnc your clothes, or youflolnc 
his. orboth } Pray what’s the newes ? 

Et c. Sirra come hither, 'tis no timetoieft. 

And therefore frame your manners to thetime 
^ our fellow Tranio heere to faue my life, 

Puts my appjfrcll, and my countenance on, 

And I fo: my efcapc haue put on his : • 1 
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Forinaquarrcllfincel came alhore, 

1 Idl’d 1 nan, and fcare I wis dclcritd t 
Wai e you on him, l chirgeyou, as becomes: 

VVhi e 1 imkc way from hence to faue my life r 
You vnJerllaudtnc ? 

Bion. I fir ne’re a whit. 

Luc. And not a iot of Tranio in your mouth, 

Tranio is chang’d irto Lucentio . 

Bten. Tire better for him, would I were fo too. 

Tra. So could I ’faith boy , to haue the next wifh after,that Lnce*~ 
mindeedchad Baptiflas yongeft daughter. Bucfirran pt for my 
lake, but your m liters, 1 aduite you vie your manners difcreetiy’ 
in all kindeol companies: When l am alone , why then I am 
Tranio : but in all places die, you mailer Lucentio. 

Luc. Tranio let's go : 

One thing more refts, that t hy felfe execute, 

To make one among thefe^ wooers: if thouaske mee why , Suffi- 
eechunyreafonsarc both goodand waighty* 

Exeunt. TbeErefentert abotte fpeattys. 

I . Man. My Lord you nod, you do not minde the play. 

Bee. Yes by Saint Anne do I , a good matter furely : Comes 
there any more of it? 

Ladj. My Lord, ’tisbut begun. 

Beg. 'Pisa verie excellent peccc of worke, Madame Ladie: 
Would ’twerc done. They fit and marke* 

Enter Petrucio,and bit man Grumio. 

Petr. Verona, for a while I take my lcauc, 

Tofee my friends in Padua 5 but of all 
Mybcftbcloued andapproued friend 
Hortenfio : and I trow this is His houfe : 

Hcerc firra Cjrumio . knocke 1 fay, 

Gru. Knocke fir? whomcQiould I knocke? Is thcreany man 
ha’irebsu’d your worlhip? 

Petr. Villainelfay, knocke me hcerc foundly. 

Gru. Knocke you heerc fir? Why fir, what aw 1 Gr,chat I ihould 
knocke you heere fir. 

Petr. Villainelfay, knocke me at this gate, 

And rap me well, or lie knocke your knaucs pate. 

C Cfrii* 


